96                        SILENT IS THE VISTULA
"My home was on Browarna Street. Perhaps my mother and my sisters are still there. I don't know. I do not plead for them
"I am a child of Warsaw. The same blood, your blood, flows through my veins, and the rhythm of our hearts is the same I wake up at night and see your barricades, as if I had built them with you, with my own hands.
"May God help you and strengthen you, brothers."
There was no name at the end of the letter Only this signature. "A sergeant of the Polish Air Force * His home was on Browarna Street, one block from my station, across from the German machine guns at the University His mother and sisters lived on Browarna Street, where fifteen bodies had been lying for thirteen days now, ever since the first day of the Uprising, decaying in the August sun.
For a couple of days it was quiet in Powisle The civil authorities ordered the shops opened. A small cafe on Tamka Street timidly ventured to resume business Within forty-eight hours it ran out of supplies. Grocery stores had neither groceries nor vegetables, except some split peas and grits, which they distributed free while they lasted. Shoemakers displayed signs that they would repair soldiers* boots without charge Tailor shops offered to make uniforms and alterations free for members of the Home Army.
A lad whom I had never seen before walked into our Red Cross station and offered me a case stuffed with shavings and paper.
"What is it, soldier?" I asked in surprise.
**To tell the truth, sister, I'm not sure myself,** he answered, scooping out the wrappings. The case was full of small capsules for injections, morphine, anti-tetanus serum and strychnine What a treasure!
**Where did you get it all?" I gasped